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walked in here this afternoon and told me you were a shipping
man on your way to Petrograd it occurred to me that Fd like to
have your help. Will you do it ?
"Why shouldn't you do ? You speak Russian. You've lived in
Petrograd, You've been mixed up in the timber trade in Hull.
You know something about the conditions of trade and the work
done in ships. And you're pro-British and you're young and keen.
What more could I want ? What you don't know you can learn,
and that's a damn' sight better than having an expert out from
England who doesn't know the Russians and wouldn't know a
word anybody said.                     ^
"Now, before you say yes, one more word. I know what you
feel about this fighting business in France. I don't think you'll find
it dull in Petrograd, but when you hear stories of the fighting out
there you'll maybe think there's something big you have missed.
I've bullied you about taking on this job, but I'm going to give you
a chance. If you. think you'd 'be more useful in France, good luck
to you. I'll have to find somebody else. Now think it over for a
minute and make up your mind."
"I have no need to "think anything over, sir. My mind has
been made up ever since I left Hull. I am going back at the first
possible minute,"
He studied me gravely for a minute after I had spoken. He
sighed.
"Very well, lad, very well You know your own mind best.
It's a sorely trying job I've taken on for my country, surrounded as
I am by those whom I cannot tell for certain to be friends or foes.
It's sad that I should have been waiting here for five weeks of war
for someone of my own country to arrive who might give me a
sorely needed helping hand, and the first free Britisher who comes
along and to whom I appeal should turn me down. Well, I'll just
have to carry on as best I can on my own. I only hope that other------
fools like myself who see a job needing to be done for their country
and take it on without count of the cost to themselves will be better
served."
Through the low window I caught the silver shimmer of a
great pile of fresh-caught salmon in a peasant's backyard. It arrested
my impatience and made me conscious of the scene. The scent of
the pines came in through the window. In the next house someone
was singing. Everything else was as quiet as if the place were asleep,
It was four o'clock in the afternoon, and Archangel had definitely
given up the attempt to find work for today. I looked out over the
immense span of open water which makes this great natural harbour.
In it floated two ships. If the captain was right there should have